



The firf! pirt of the contention of the tut of. mom 
Aijd take my Jeaue to pofle with fpeede to France. 

exit Somerfet. 

King Come vnckle Glofler,now lets haue our horfe, 

For we will to Saint Albones’pi efently, 

Madame, your hawke, they fay,isfwift offlight, 

And we will trie, how Ihe will flie to day. exeunt omnes, 

Enter Efaor, with fir l elm Him 3 %oger Tnttehbrooty a Comurer , 
and Chiargcry hurd'dihe a Wiicb. 

Slnor. Here fir John, take this fcrole of paper here, 
Wherein is writ the queflions you fhall aske, 

And I will ftand vpon this Towner here. 

And heare the foil it what it faies to you, 

And to my queftions, write the anfweres do wne. 

She goes vp to the Tower. 

firlohn. Now firs begin and cad your (pels about, 

Ar d charme the fiends for to obey your wills. 

And tell Dame Elnor ofthe thing (be ask es. 

Witch. T hen Roger Rulhnbrookey about thy taskc, 

And frame a circle here vpon the earth, 

Whilft I thereon all profirate on my face, 

Do talke and whifper w ith the diuells below, • 

And coniure them for to obey my will. 

She lies downevpon her face. 

Btillenbrockc makes a cir r le. 

Bnllen Darke night, dread night, the filence ofthe night, 
Wherein the Furies maske in hellilb troupes, 

Send vp I charge you from Sofetus lake, 

The fpiiit ssfskalon to come to me, 

T o pierce the bow ells of this centricke earth, 

A ud hither come in twinckling of an eie, 

Askalotiy Afcenda , Agenda. 

It thunders and lightens, and then the fpirit 
rifcthVp. 

fpirit. Now Bullcnbrooke^ what wouldft thou haue me do? 

Titillcrh Firft,of ihe King, what (hall become of him? 
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hcHfetsfYcrhe tttid Lattcajfer. 
frirh. The Duke yet Hues that Henry foal! depofe. 

Yet him out hue, and die a Yialentdcath. ^ 

Sullen. What fate awaits the Duke of Suftoll e. 

tbirite By water he (Ball die, and take bis end. 

Sullen What (hall betide the Duke of Somerfet. 
fpirit. Let him {Bun cattles, faferftial he be v p° n the an y 
plaines, where cattles mounted ftand. . , - 

Now quell ion me no more, for I muft hence a D a . 

He finkes dovvne agame. 

•S„lhn. Then downe I fay.vnto the damned poole, 

Where Pluto in his firie waggon fits 

Ridm<r amidft the fingde and parched fmoakes, 

The Rode of Dytas bv the riuer Sty*, _ 

There howls' and burne for euer in thofe flames, 

Rife Iordane, life /and (lay thy charming fpehs. 

Sonnes,we are betraide. 

Enter the Duke of York* and the duke of Buckingham 
and others. 

Torke Come firs, lavhands on them, and bind them lure, 
This time was well watcht: what Madame, are you there* 

This will be great credit for your husband, 

Th nt you arc plotting treafons thus with Comurers, 

• The Kins; (Ball haue a notice of this thing- 

exit Elnor atone. 

'Buck. See here my Lord what the diuell hath writ. 

Torke Giueitmcmy Lord, ilefhewitto the King: 

Go firs, fee them fall loekt in prifon. 

exit mtbthcm. 

Buck.. My Lord, 1 pray you let me go pofte vnto the King, 

Ynto Saint’Albones, to tell this tiewcs. 

Torke Content, away then, about it ftraight. 

. Buck Farewell my Lord. 

exit 'Buckingham. 

: Torke Who’s within there? 

Enter one. 

One. My Lord. „ . 

C Torke. 
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